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ment land ! He'd make the owner pay heavily for the
damage, two or three days' labour with hoe or scythe or else
with horse and plough. Never, never had such cruel penal-
ties been imposed on muzhiks.

And of what earthly use was this plagued Sovhos any-
way ? they argued. It was not even working all of its
lands ; some of these were lying idle while peasants were
choking on the puny strips they had inherited from their
fathers. And besides, the Sovhos was not paying its own
way. Every year it sustained a loss which the governrnent
made good with loads and loads of the rye that it was collect-
ing in taxes. So that not only were the people deriving no
benefit from the Sovhos, it was a heavy burden on them,
eating up hundreds and hundreds of poods of their precious
rye. No wonder muzhiks had taken to making home-brew.
They might as well get some use out of their rye as let it go
to waste supporting a parasitic Sovhos. Akh, what fools they
had been not to have heeded the advice of the former man-
ager of the estate and set all the buildings afire ! Had they
done that, the government would have been compelled to
divide the land among them just as it had done in other
places, for it could not afford to erect new buildings. Damned
fools !

So persuasive were the peasants in their speech that I
felt that they had been grievously wronged, and as I was on
my way to see the Sovhos manager, I resolved to lay before
him frankly and bluntly the facts that the peasants had com-
jnunicated to me, and to hint to him in no uncertain words
my disappointment at his harsh treatment of them. Some
muzhiks had even requested me to reprimand him, in the
belief that such a reprimand, coming from an outsider, an
American writer, might bring him to reason.

He was sitting at the table when I entered the house in
which he lived, slowly rolling a cigarette in a piece of coarse
printed paper, the empty breakfast dishes still before him. A
large man he was, with heavy legs, a broad chest, a big head.
His face was smooth and ruddy, except the forehead, which
looked sallow and was cleft by a deep, dust-filled wrinkle.
Heavy black brows that shot out like tentacles overhung his
limpid, dark-brown eyes, the lower lids of which were half
raised into1 a squint, thereby accentuating the brilliant glow
of the eyeballs. Mild, calm, appealing eyes Ms were, disarm*